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POETRY: A Magazine of Vene 
WEATHER WHIMS 

THOUGHTS 

Quicksilver thoughts 

Flirt with me these spring days; 

Flit through my head, 

Slip through my fingers; 

Teasing, vanish 

Before I have touched them. 

But if I were a poet 

I'd know a trick to catch them! 

I'd catch them with a spirit noose. . . . 

And then I'd let the wild things go. 

EARLY SPRING NIGHT 

The cool spring night smells good, 
Smells of the brown earth 
And the strong little seeds 
Pushing up through the brown earth. 

My soul swells with thoughts 
Impalpable, 
Melancholy, exalted, 
Blurring me. 

The soft scarce-stirring wind moves through my hair. 
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Perhaps they arc not thoughts, 

Those impalpable things which stir my soul. 

Perhaps they are my senses 

Pushing up like the strong little seeds 

Through the brown earth. 



MIDNIGHT RAIN 

The lightning pricks my heavy eyes awake. 
My body, thunderstung 
Out of its sluggish sleep. 
Resents this midnight waking. 

But soon 

The long soft sibilant rain 

Brings to the night a deep new rest. 

The storm recedes, 

And on the far warm low voluptuous thunder 

I am rolled back to sleep. 



WIND AND MOONLIGHT 

The Wind's a brute, a monster, 
Shrieking and yelling about my house; 
Tearing at the walls with frantic iron claws. 
Striking with frenzied panicked paws 
At my windows. 
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